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No, LXXX1V*

From DR. BLACKLOCK,

Edinburgh^ Uth August ^ 1789,

DEAR Boras, thou brother of my heart,

Both for thy virtues and thy art;

If art it maybe cali'd in thee,

Which Nature's bounty, large and free.

With pleasure on thy breast diffuses.,

And warms thy soul with all the Muses,

Whether to laugh with easy grace5

Thy numbers move the sage's face,

Or bid the softer passions rise.

And ruthless souls with grief surprise,

'Tis Nature's voice distinctly felt,

Thro' thee her organ, thus to melt,

Most anxiously I wish to know,
With thee of late how matters go ;
How keeps thy much-lov'd Jean her health?

What promises thy farm of wealth?
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